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'D L1KK to tell tlio story of Abraham
(Julian in Paris, but that interesting

story must lc out short for what ho has

to say as to the coming of .1 literary 1 evo-

lution in America. In the United Stales

those who don't lcnuw that Abraham

Cahan wrote a novel, The liter of David

Lecittsky' discussed in some of the lead-

ing French reviews as a piece of rail liter-

ature from America, probably know that

he is the founder and editor of the Jew-

ish Daily Forward.
As European correspondent Cahan is

now living in the midst of things in the

Place de la Sorbonne, to be exact, at the

Hotel Select, so that when Cahan gives

his address to a man that man is sure to

say, ''Well is it?" and Cahan always

answers, "Xol so very." Now there lives

at tho Hotel Select an elderly French

woman who has a case of nerves and is

disturbed when, in Cuban's room, voices

rise in literary dissension. Once the

lady's knocking on tho wall shut conver-

sation off altogether, but latterly an

agreement has been altered into, form-

ulated by Cahan as follows:

"Madam, let it be understood that when

the excitement in my room geLs too noisy

you are to rap on the wall three times.

This will be a signal for the immediate

abatement of discussion. If this is not

agreeable to you 1 bhalt have to hunt an-

other room, and rooms are very difficult

to lind in Paris."
So it happened that after the third

lapping on the wall the conversation of.,

which this is a record was concluded .in

the student's cafe-- -- the Pantheon- - around

the corner from the Sorbonne.

Possibly it was the sight of a khaki

clad young American going to and fro

through the Place de la Sorbonne that

led Cahan to predict, as one effect of the

war, obliteration of "fifty years of differ-

ences'' that have isolated American writers

from Continental readers, lie said:

A great revolution is going on all over

Kurope, but about America 1 can predict

only one revolution positively. That will

be in literature, and it will come within a

year or so or as soon as people liave be-

gun to settle down. The preseme of

over 2,000,000 Americana in France can-

not fail to produce certain lesults as to

our literary tastes. I don't mean to say

that the soldier boys and other Ameri-

cans who have been in France have fallen

under the. influence of French literature.

Indeed, I don't think many of them have

read any French literature during their

stay in Paris,.nor indeed in French litera-

ture' being read much by the Frenchman

himself in these times. The effect will

come from deeper causes than mere

reading.
'The war and the overthrow of the old

thrones of Kurope really mean the end o

some of our deep rooted prejudices and

superstitions. There's a feeling every-

where in Europe that problems both po-

litical ami literary will be approached

now with far more simplicity and sincer-

ity, villi more frankness and courage.

To my mind certainly tho change applies

to our artistic standards as well as to

politics.
"In tho United States I see a vast

amount of literary talent of the genuine
sort, hut I fail to sec it in formal literary
expression. I see the literary genius of
the United States crop up in our daily
newspaper work, in some bit of descrip-

tion or psychological poetry by way of in-

troduction to a report of a sensational
criminal trial or a stirring public event.

There aro days when my newspaper is
studded with gems of literary talent. Of
course it is scattered a paragraph here
or a paragraph there sometimes a, whole
column. I find a great deal of beauty,
deep insight, telling strokes, artistry of
a high ordei" all this' scattered. The

beauty of it all is its high sincerity,
naturalness and unconscious vigor and
charm. You feel that it is done straight
from the shoulder, not as a stunt. It's
not a premeditated offence, but an uncon-

scious outburst of beauty.
"Unfortunately, however, when these

very talents lake to purveying literature
to the magazines or to hook publishing
"houses they become provokingly formal.
They get into their evening clothes and
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everything they say is calculated, me-

chanical. There is as little room for sin-

cerity in what they writ! then as there is
in small talk at a high lea. There is
more tine writing than imagery and genu-

ine feeling, and there -, far more plot;
and design than life. It, is as though
theo men of talent, when Jh'v come to
writing literature, let themselves be dom-

inated by plot. The plot looks over their
shoulder as they write and tells them to
do this thing here and the other thing
there, and thus the real stuff of lift' is
pushed aside and left out for mere me-

chanical effects.
"1 have watched the career of many a

highly gifted American writer, and it is
heartbreaking to see native merit of a
high order being polished out of existence
to make room for the mechanical devices
of plot machinery and diameter drawing
that really draws no character but offers
'jniudges under the guie of character
sketches-- pretence.

"People in Europe give Americans
credit for almost supernatural efficiency
and inventive genius in the matter of pro-
ducing cheap automobiles and of trans-
porting a gigantic, army inside of twelve
months. Also they give us credit for
kindliness and human sympathy in res-

cuing a nation like Belgium from starva-
tion, but tho European doesn't know that
Uncle Sam has a vast amount of literary
treasures in his mind and heart. They
don't know it, because our novels and
magazines don't show it.

"Tho coming of 2,000,000 Americans
and the most conspicuous part played by
thc'-- i in tho remaking of Europe cannot
help having the effect of bringing the two
continents in much closer contact than vvc

ever dreamed; and just as it is absurd to
imagine Europe could help buying Ford
cars I feel it would bo absurd to imagine
tliat we're going to continue producing
and reading novels which could evoke only
sneers on tho part of the readers of
France or Italy. I think that England is
as much in the process of recasting her
literary ideals as we are, except that she
is a little ahead of us. England started
auspieiously five years ago. She was just

creating n group of new writers, Iietter
standard, better tate, hut when the war
set in her literary jirogress was inter-
rupted

"At pre.-i'i- it I know only one writer in
the United States who would get an
audience all over Europe and he will
get it, too and that is Theodore Dreiser.

"American book reviewers who attack
his woik ol)Jeet to him simply and chiefly
because they're not used to appraising
woik of this kind. He is essentially a
European writer of American life. In
some of his novels he has been discursive,
rambling, journalistically overproductive;
but, in the tirst place, he has produced
such a rovl as Jennie Gerhardt, which I
think the best story of real American life
ever written T in the second place, every
one of his books contains a vast amount
of remarkable art.

"His litmncier, for is far too
long and overburdened with detail that
would be more appropriate in a historical
treatise on commercial life in Philadelphia
(ban in a novel, but at least half of tho
lwolr is made up of stuff of sculpture-lik- e

incisivenes-'- . There arc three or four
characters in that novel that stand out in
one's mind as living creatures of flesh and
blood of the intffaceable kind. The father
of the heroine, the old corrupt politician,
in his domestic atmosphere and in his
public life, is a wonderful piece of por-

trait painting taken from the heart of
life. So is his daughter, the heroine. Take
that book and cut it down half, leaving
the rest untouched and formless as it
might i.ppear, and it is a masterpiece that
would be read with eagerness on the Con-

tinent. His is perhaps half full
of jouinalism that can't bo taken se-

riously, but the remaining 50 per cent, is
crowded with living creatures highly in-

dividualized, delicately drawn. I can't
think of any of-- the great conventional
sueefsscs of American literature that offer
anything like. it.

"Booth Tarkington, for instance, has
produced many interesting types and sit-

uations, but not in a single instance has
ho achieved that highest of literary values--

absolute artistic sincerity. Trailing
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What they did is the story so powerfully told iir
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He is not afraid of the dark of thing3 he
is too great an artist he pictures life
naked and stripped of its sham yet -- he
lias touched all with a spiritual fire. He
has seen the underneath of things he is
the 'spiritual Balzac.
With unforgettable vividness, tbey move

. before you Regina, the girl yho dared
break her engagement when she knew slicl

couldn't love the man Lovcy, the strange
old man with his terrible secret, and a
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aft.T his mt successful effects there 13

always an alter iaate ot design, catcuia--

t ion, dever aruheial"j-TH- M esvntiul work-
ing for a purpose.

"The reader of literature on tm Con-

tinent is a cultured man while he ie:tLs;
his novels, just as he is a cultured iiuia
when he goes into a drawing room. lie
has outlived the story of plot ami happy
ending. Artistic portrayal of life, paint-
ing of character, atmosphere, in all thcir
complexities and subtleties- - -- these are his
great 6f aesthetic pleasure. Plot,
conventional moral lesson and all the rest
would lie artistic sacrilege to his taste. In
this n.speet we are fifty years behind him,
and I fed that one of the effects of thi3
war will be fo obliterate these fifty years
between us.

"Russian literature of the pre-wa- r pe-

riod had a growing vogue in England,
and Iiecausc of these qualities that are the
very soul of it. As a matter of fact Rus
sian literature is not the only one y

that derives its inspiration from these ar-

tistic ideals. The Norwegians have built
up a remarkable literature in recent years
that is just a simple and natural,-a- s deep,
rugged and real. Knut Ilorasun, the Nor-

wegian, in many of his stories is almost
as amazingly human as Tchekoff, whom
many American readers have learned to
appreciate and admire. Of Nos five
volume story I would say that tho first
volume readied a high altitude of artistic
strength and beauty, while the rest, to my
mind, arc scarcely worthy of the author
of the first. '

"In Italian and Spanish literature there
are many fine things y. As for the
French, two-thir- of Homain Holland's
Jean Chri'tophc is of the same substance
as Tolstoy's or and often
almost as good. Anatole France is a
writer of the first order and Henri Bar-hus-se

has wonderful strength and insight.
I fear that if any of these writers from
Knut Homsun down had written in El-lis- li

they would never have found

Don Marquis has written a book called
Vrefaeex, and if it ever gets started !
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-- caught-in the same dark net of destiny
-- (three out of five always did in this Club)

amazing

Dostoievsky's

genius for friendship the man with the
power of rebuilding other men society
women thieves a score of people woven
into this interesting story.

And it gives you a picture of New York -

the New York you know yc,t
of the New York you don't know

' the one you would like to know which
is different which you'll learn to look
for after you've read this powerful book.
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